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All | want for Christmas is Youl 


All| want for Christmas is you! 
Dedicated to all of my loyal fans and Bella Cheval and Nikki 666, my new friends. 


Summary: Trent Reznor gets what he wants for Christmas, Gerard Way and Bert McCracken. Yes, this is 


slash, cause | love it as much as the next person despite my recent ramblings. Contains bondage and spanking. 


By the way check out the MCR versions of All | want for Christmas is you. My Chemical Romance - All | want 


for Christmas is You 
‘lm not wearing that fucking Santa hat!" Bert yelled for the hundredth time. 


"Come one, baby, this is for Trent. Its part of his Christmas present. So be a good boy and put it on," Gerard 
begged. 


Bert made a disgusted face and threw the hat across the room. Gerard sighed and shook his head. He thought 


he was the one who threw diva like tantrums. 


"Bert, stop being so difficult. Don't you want to give Trent a rice present?" Gerard asked, placing his hands on 
his hips. 


Bert huffed and sat down on the bed. He really didn't want to wear that stupid fucking hat. 

"Please, baby." 

Gerard rubbed his nose against Bert's. 

"But, Gee, | don't want to wear the hat," Bert whined. 

"Bert, bad boys don't get any presents for Christmas," Gerard warned. 

Bert knew what that meant. 

"Alright, I'll wear the stupid fucking hat," he said. 

Gerard gave Bert a kiss and placed the hat on his head. 

"| look like a fucking idiot," Bert mumbled. 

"Yeah, but a cute one.” 

Bert playfully punched Gerard in the arm. 

"Now, now, boys play nicely," Trent said, walking into the room. 

Gerard and Bert were two of his favorite playthings. Bert with his long, black, scraggily hair and those 
beautiful tattoos. Gerard with his milky pale skin, muted green eyes, and silky black hair. The two were 
absolutely delicious. 

"You aren't supposed to be here yet," Gerard whined. 

"I know, but | couldn't wait. Forgive me?" Trent asked. 

Gerard rolled his eyes. 

"Of course, but now you won't be surprised," Gerard said. 

"Seeing Bert in a Santa hat is surprise enough for me," he replied with a grin 


"Fuck you," Bert muttered. 


"| heard that," Trent said. 

Bert shrugged his shoulders and went to take the hat off. Trent pulled his arm away. 

"No, leave it on | like it," Trent said. 

Bert grumbled again, but left the hat on. Only for Trent or Gerard. He crossed his arms and wore a cross look 
on his face. Gerard was already pressed against Trent's body, his fingers entwined in the Nine Inch Nail's lead 
singer's hair. His candy lips tasted so good. 

"| hate being left out," Bert said 

| told you that bad boys don't get presents," Gerard said. 

Trent laughed. 

‘Now, now, I'd have to argue that Bert has been a very good boy this year," Trent said. 

"So do | get a present?" Bert asked. 


‘Of course, honey. Lay down on the bed," Trent said. 


Bert laid down on the bed and waited for his present. Trent climbed on top of him and pulled the white wife 


beater off. Trent left a trail of kisses down the skinny man's chest. 

"Mm, yes, that feels good," Bert said. 

Gerard was leaning up against the dresser, pouting. Bert always got what he want no matter how bad he was. 
It just wasn't fair. Gerard was always punished for his bad behavior. Trent had whipped Bert's belt off and was 
busy wrapping it around the slender pale wrists. Gerard sighed and let his feathery black hair fall over his pale 


face. 


Trent wrapped his mouth around Bert's very hard dick. He worked his way up and down the shaft. Bert moaned 
and struggled against his restraints. 


"Oh, god," he moaned, wishing he wasn't still wearing that stupid fucking Santa hat. 


Trent was already brining Bert to orgasm. Bert let out a loud groan as he came. Trent swallowed every inch of 


Bert's sticky cum. 


‘Merry Christmas, baby," Trent said, removing his mouth from Bert's dick. 


Gerard rolled his eyes, and unfortunately Trent caught him. 

"What was that for?" Trent asked. 

"Nothing, sir," Gerard quickly replied. 

"Don't pull that shit on me Gerard. Are you mad that Bert got some loving before you?" Trent asked. 
"Sorta. | just don't understand how he can act like a total prick and get away with it," he said. 

"And you can't?" 

Gerard nodded his head. 


"Poor, baby. I'm sorry if you feel like | treat Bert better than you. | love you both equally," Trent purred, 


motioning for Gerard to come sit in his lap. 


Gerard walked over to Trent and plopped himself in his lap. Trent ran his fingers through the silky black hair. 
Gently, he bit the boy's slender neck. Gerard moaned and wiggled on Trent's lap. 


"Still, my angel, it's very disrespectful to roll your eyes at your master," Trent whispered in Gerard's ear. 
Gerard pouted, for he knew what Trent was going to do. 

"Can you just let it slide, just this once?" Gerard asked 

"You know | can't Now, be a good boy and take those pants off," Trent said 


Gerard stood up and removed his bat belt and tossed it aside. He pushed his jeans off his slender hips, followed 
by his black underwear. Trent smiled, Gerard loved black. 


‘Over my lap, baby," Trent commanded softly. 


Gerard bent himself over Trent's lap. It was a position he was all too familiar with. Trent was a little too fond 


of spanking the young boy's soft behind. Gerard gasped at the first smack. No gentle spankings, ever. 


Trent delivered ten spanks to the boy's backside. Bert was lying back on the bed, getting really turned on by 
this. Gerard did have a very appetizing ass. Bert let out a small moan as he thought about his cock nestled 
between those rosy cheeks. Mmmm, that boy drove him crazy. 


Trent stopped spanking Gerard, whose backside was now a uniform red. The boy had such pale skin, it was 


delightful. 


"You can get up now, baby,” Trent said. 
Stiffly, Gerard rose. He stood up and brushed his hair out of his face. 

"Can | fuck him?" Bert asked, reaching out for Gerard 

"Bert, don't be selfish. He's not just yours," Trent said, with a teasing smile. 
"| know, but please?" 

"Alright, but | get to fuck you," Trent said. 

"Fine, Gerard lay down on your back," Bert commanded. 


Gerard was a little tired of being ordered around. He obeyed. Bert pushed his legs back and ran a hand over 
the rosy skin. Gerard hissed in pain. Without another thought in his head, Bert plunged into Gerard. 


"Oh," Gerard cried out. 
Bert began to pump in and out of Gerard. Bert felt Trent plunge into him. 

"Fuck," Bert moaned 

The three were all in unison Bert and Gerard would moan at the same time. They even came at the same 
time. They all looked the same too. Long black hair, pale skin, and skinny bodies. After they all were done, they 


laid tangled together in the bed. 


"Merry fucking Christmas," Bert whispered, tossing his Santa hat off. 


